Montana  Student  Literary/Art  Magazine 

1991 

Volume  1  • 

Published  by  . 
Montana  Association  for  Gifted  &  Talented  Education 
Montana  Association  of  Teachers  of  English  &  Language  Arts 
Montana  Art  Educators  Association 


Cover  artwork  by 
Brian  Bowers 
Capital  High  School  -  Helena 
Grade  1 1 


Signatures  from  Big  Sky 


We 


are  indebted  to  the  Montana 
Committee  for  the  Humanities,  Montana 
Power  of  Butte  and  Artcraft  Printers  for  their 
generous  contributions  to  the  arts  and  educa- 
tion in  Montana.  This  publication  would  not 
have  been  possible  without  their  support. 


MxtfaraCorrmtieefbrthe  Humanities 


<5l 


artcraft 
printers 


Copyright  1991  by  SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  a  publication  by 
AGATE,  MATELA  and  MAEA,  Montana  educator  groups.  After  first 
publication,  all  rights  revert  to  the  author/artist.  The  views  expressed  herein 
do  not  necessarily  reflect  those  of  the  SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  staff 

or  of  Montana  educators. 


Montana  Student  Literary/Art  Magazine 

1991 

Volume  1 


Published  by 

Montana  Association  for  Gifted  &  Talented  Education 
Montana  Association  of  Teachers  of  English  &  Language  Arts 
Montana  Art  Educators  Association 


THE 


Tissue  Box 


PAINTER 


Kate  Wilkinson 

Charles  B.  Murray  Elementary  -  Sheridan 
Grade  8 


Jonathan  Kruger  was  not  a  great  painter  or 
even  a  very  good  one.  Jonathan  was  a  rather 
mediocre  painter,  however,  when  he  painted 
he  felt  content,  even  joyful.  Jonathan  painted 
floral  designs  for  Reginald  Brand  Tissue 
Paper  Company.  Thousands  of  store  shelves 
were  stocked  with  tissue  boxes  bearing  his 
designs.  Jonathan  had  always  been  disap- 
pointed that  neither  his  name  nor  the  beauti- 
ful titles  he  gave  his  works  ever  appeared  on 
the  tissue  boxes.  For  a  short  time  after 
Jonathan  had  been  hired  by  the  Reginald 
company,  he  pointed  out  his  boxes  to  people 
in  supermarkets.  After  about  the  sixth 
housewife  smiled  politely  and  wheeled  her 
cart  away,  Jonathan's  enthusiasm  dwindled. 
For  the  first  time,  Jonathan  began  to  doubt 
his  artistry.  Later,  when  his  eye  for  good  art 
had  improved  and  his  ability  to  create  it 
stayed  the  same,  he  became  depressed. 

Jonathan  was  particularly  depressed  one 
Saturday  evening  in  late  February.  Rain  fell 
in  sheets  and  the  wind  scattered  trash  across 
the  street.  Jonathan  had  a  cold  and  his 
current  painting  seemed  to  become  worse 
with  each  brushstroke.  A  child  was  scream- 
ing for  a  tissue  in  the  apartment  next  door. 
Jonathan  left  his  work  and  stared  moodily 
out  the  window.  A  man  crossing  the  street 
dropped  a  grocery  bag.  Every  item,  includ- 
ing a  box  of  Reginald  Brand  tissues,  was 
splattered  in  mud. 

"I  could  drop  dead  today,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "and  not  one  person  would  remem- 
ber my  paintings;  not  one  person  would 
care.  Drop  dead?  Why  not!" 

Jonathan  turned  from  the  window  and 
donned  his  trench  coat.  He  walked  out  into 
the  street  and  down  the  two  blocks  to  the 
park,  the  wind  howled  through  the  cold, 
leafless  trees.  The  rain  pelted  steadily  on 


Jonathan's  face  but  he  didn't  notice. 

"Drop  dead.  Drop  dead,"  he  repeated 
silentiy  as  he  trudged  across  the  park  toward 
the  bridge.  Jonathan's  Iris  box  tumbled  about 
in  the  wind  near  the  swing  set  A  sodden 
Marigold  box  lay  near  the  edge  of  the  duck 
pond.  Jonathan  approached  the  bridge  with 
his  mind  made  up. 

An  old  bag  lady  sat  sheltering  from  the 
storm  under  one  of  the  great  iron  arches.  As 
Jonathan  came  closer  he  saw  something 
familiar  peeping  out  of  a  dirty  cloth  sack.  It 
was  a  Reginald  Brand  tissue  box  covered 
with  bright  red  and  yellow  roses.  Jonathan 
halted. 

"What's  that?"  he  asked  pointing  to  the 
box. 

The  woman  patted  the  box  proudly  and 
grinned  at  him  showing  crooked  yellow 
teeth. 

"This?"  she  said.  "This  here  is  my  trea- 
sures box.  I  looked  all  over  and  couldn't  find 
nothing  prettier." 

Jonathan  stood  very  still. 

"Ain't  it  fine  now?"  the  lady  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  Jonathan  slowly.  "Yes  it  is, 
ma'am." 

He  walked  away  without  another  glance  at 
the  rushing,  angry  river  below  the  bridge. 

Jonathan  climbed  the  stairs  to  his  apart- 
ment, stepped  into  the  studio,  threw  away  his 
old  canvas,  and  started  over. 
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music 
with  mega 
bass  going 
with  the 
flow 

step  to  the  right  and 
clap  your  hands  step 
to  the  left  and  clap 
your  hands  doing  the 
running  man 
jumping  here     and  there 
getting  funky 
and  try 
to  think  of  new  things  to  do 

look  at  him  dance  people  would  say  look  at 
him  dance!!! 


BREAK  IT  ON  DOWN 

Burly  Moua 
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Target  Range  -  Missoula 
Grade  8 
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The  Ni  shtmare 


Michelle  Crago 

Trinity  Lutheran  School  -  Billings 
Grade  4 


It  has  been  thirteen  years  since  I  first  became 
trapped  in  this  lion.  It  all  started  when  I  was 
hiding  in  his  food  dish.  I  guess  he  got  a  little 
hungry  because  the  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  in 
his  stomach.  Then  I  almost  drowned  because  of 
all  the  water  he  drank.  It  was  so  dark  in  there 
that  I  couldn't  see  the  big  chunks  of  meat  com- 
ing straight  for  me.  One  hit  me  on  the  head.  It 
must  have  knocked  me  out  because  the  next  I 
heard  was  snoring  coming  from  the  lion.  I  started 
screaming  for  help.  I  couldn't  believe  it!  After 
yelling  my  lungs  out,  the  lion  just  kept  on  snor- 
ing. I  decided  to  go  to  sleep. 

The  next  day  was  worse.  The  lion  got  the 
hiccups.  I  went  up  and  down,  up  and  down.  It 


made  me  seasick  and  I  threw  up 
everywhere. 

The  very  first  two  days  were  the 
worst,  but  now  it's  not  so  bad.  I 
get  up  and  do  my  mouse  exercises. 
Before  I  go  to  bed  I  brush  my  teeth 
with  a  toothbrush  made  from  the 
lion's  hair  and  a  bone  from  the 
meat  he  eats. 

Oh  no,  just  a  minute!  I'll  finish 
my  story  later.  I  think  he' s  got  the 
sneezes. 

Oh  my  gosh!  Where  am  I?  Oh,  it 
can't  be!  I'm  out  of  the  lion. 

Well,  too  bad  I  can't  finish  my 
story  about  my  life,  but  I  must  be 
on  my  way  and  find  some  real 
mouse  food  to  eat. 


R 


age  Goeth  before  a  Fall 


At  the  beginning  of  the  period  blue  smoke  was 
coming  out  of  Ms.  Scriver's  ears.  Her  nostrils 
flared  each  time  the  students  didn't  pay  atten- 
tion. Finally,  she  got  so  mad  that  she  made  most 
of  the  students  write  one  hundred  sentences.  The 
students  just  kept  on  pushing  it.  You  could  tell 
she  was  getting  angrier  every  moment  that 
passed,  because  her  hair  was  standing  straight  up 
and  her  face  looked  like  a  bright  red  cherry. 

But  the  students  just  kept  on  pushing  it.  Fi- 
nally, she  got  so  angry  she  got  up  snarling  at  the 
students.  She  had  no  idea  she  had  pushed  her 
chair  out  from  under  her.  She  was  yelling  at 
them  at  the  top  of  her  lungs.  Finally  she  was 
going  to  sit  down.  She  was  going  down  in  slow 
motion.  When  she  hit,  she  kind  of  bounced. 
That's  when  everyone  started  to  laugh. 


When  she  found  out  she  had 
fallen,  she  started  to  laugh,  too. 
She  was  so  bright  that  even  with 
my  shades  on  I  almost  got  blinded. 
After  all  that  commotion  she  asked 
if  we  were  ready  to  work,  but 
everybody  didn't  even  answer  her. 
She  just  sat  there  and  started  to 
visit  with  The  Fonz.  And  then  the 
bell  rang.  We  all  left  to  go  and  eat 
lunch.  And  we  were  all  happy  after 
that. 


Charles  Anderson 

Heart  Butte  High  School  -  Heart  Butte 
Grade  10 


I vacuum  the  floors  and  pick  up  the  trash 
until  I  feel  like  I  would  want  to  crash. 
My  biggest  pet  peeve  is  gum  on  the  floor, 
I  think  it  should  be  outlawed  from  the  stores. 
I  hate  it  when  kids  come  bang  on  my  door 
I  get  so  upset  I  just  want  to  roar. 
Kids  come  to  me  to  find  some  of  their  stuff, 
And  sometimes  they  talk  to  me  kind  of  rough. 
Where  is  my  watch?  they  always  say  to  me. 
It  looks  like  it's  gone  as  far  as  I  see. 
My  notebook  is  missing!  My  pen  is  too! 
If  I  don't  find  them  I  might  have  to  sue. 
It's  days  like  this  that  could  drive  me  to  drink 
I  just  want  to  ask  them,  "Why  don't  you  think?' 
The  teachers  are  mad  at  the  boss  you  know 
They  just  sit  back  so  they  won't  make  a  show. 
Some  days  I  wish  I  could  hang  up  my  brooms, 
But  then  who  would  get  to  clean  all  the  rooms? 
Being  a  janitor  isn't  that  bad 
Although  it  wasn't  my  dream  as  a  lad. 


Joy  Anderson 

Medicine  Lake  Schools 
Medicine  Lake 
Grade  1 1 


Artwork  by 

Ben  Erickson 

Sentinel  High  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  9 


LiyitigoiTlftie  Blackfeet 


eservation 


Jon  Heavyrunner 

Heart  Butte  High  School 
Heart  Butte 
Grade  1 


The  sun 
is  climb- 
ing over 
the  east 
plains, 
traveling 
across  the 
sky  to  the 
tip  of  the 
mountain 

peaks.  The  day  is  just  begin- 
ning. 

All  the  children  are  getting 
ready  for  school.  The 
old  people  look  out 
their  windows, 
remembering  the  past 
when  they  were 
young  and  their 
hearts  were  full  of 
determination. 

They  are  unique,  like  an  old 
Sun  Dance  Lodge.  As  you 
look  at  them,  they  tell  their 
own  stories  without  speaking. 

If  you  ask  them  about  the 
past,  they  tell  the  changes  and 
how  they  wish  it  could  be  the 
same.  It  seems  they  have  a 
more  educated  way  of  life 
without  having  a  good  educa- 
tion. 

They  want  their  home  to  be 


Artwork  by 

Chester 
Medicine 
Crow 

Lodge  Grass  High 
School 
Lodge  Grass 
Grade  1 1 


the  same  with  no 
changes.  No  such 
thing  as  money.  No 
European  settlers. 
Just  them  and  nature 
as  one,  following  the 
sun  to  a  Happy 
Hunting  Ground. 
All  the  changes  are 
cutting  us  down.  Like  some- 
one chopping  a  tree  down, 
every  chop  is  a  change  and  is 
hurting  the  natives  deep  in 
their  minds. 

The  white  man  just  came 
from  somewhere  and  claimed 
our  land  as  their  land  and  put 
their  fences  up. 

What  "New  World?"  It  was 
their  home,  their  ground. 
Picture  someone  coming  in 


h 


your  home  and  claiming  it. 

We  were  not  educated, 
they  were.  Is  education  a 
form  of  evil?  Yes,  it  is.  An 
educated  person  will  take 
advantage  of  a  non-educated 
person .  Temptation  will 
overcome  the  educated 
mind. 

Imagine  everyone  not 
educated,  no  changes.  A 
nation  of  pureness  and  a  life 
that  was  nature.  Not  part  of 
nature,  but  nature.  Imagine 
that  it  was  once  like  that  for 
the  natives,  if  you  can. 


DIDN'T 
DO  IT! 


Liz  Johnston 

Marion  School  -  Marion 
Grade  8 

Why  do  they  always  decide  to  blame  me? 
They  think  I  chased  the  cat  up  the  tree. 
Or  like  the  time  the  dog  ran  away, 
It's  not  my  fault,  I  told  him  to  stay. 
And  when  my  brother  broke  his  toe, 
Because  I  dropped  the  piano. 
I  remember  when  I  shot  the  T.V. 
I  didn't  do  it,  it  was  the  bee- bee. 
Or  when  the  Christmas  tree  decided  to  fall, 
I  leaned  against  it,  and  that  is  all. 
I  opened  the  cage,  then  stubbed  my  toe, 
Then  the  bird  flew  through  the  window. 
Accidents  happen  and  Mom  throws  a  fit; 
All  I  can  say  is  that  "I  Didn't  Do  It!" 


Artwork  by 

Kelly  Otte 

Shields  Valley  School  -  Clyde  Park 
Grade  3 


BRAVERY 


I've  known  oceans, 
Rolling,  splashing 

Everlasting 
Climbing,  rushing, 
life-taking  gushing 
My  ancestors  came  to  look  for  good  land, 
and  they  were  happy  again, 
at  the  first  sight  of  sand. 
Coming  from  Germany,  France,  Sweden  and  Finland, 
Denmark,  Great  Britain,  Norway  and  Ireland. 
Coming  over  the  open,  wide  blue, 
they  did  it,  but  could  you? 
Jeanne  Lauren 

Washington  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  7 


Artwork  by 
Brian  Bowers 

Capital  High  School  -  Helena 
Grade  1 1 


f)  ERFECT 

P 

Xe 


Kelsey  Wolf 

Central  Elementary  -  Helena 
Grade  5 


ET 


If  my  parents  were  to  go  crazy  and  say  I 
could  get  a  pet,  I  would  choose  a  rat.  The 
delicate  structure  would  be  covered  with 
an  ebony  and  cream  coat.  At  night  when  I 
hear  a  padding  sound  I  will  think  of  my 
nocturnal  pet.  When  I  take  my  rat  out  of 
his  cage,  no  beds  will  be  in  sight  because 
trying  to  catch  a  rat  is  not  the  easiest  task. 
Cleaning  and  feeding  of  my  rat  will  be 
easy  because  rats  enjoy  attention.  All  in 

all  a  rat  would  be  the  perfect  pet.  Artwork  by 

Jennifer  Eidum 

Four  Georgians  School  -  Helena 
Grade  4 


Sensitive  and  Rude 


Yesterday  I  saw  an  ignorant  rebellious 

mocking  a  brittle  child, 
Hissing  and  hooting 
Gleeking  and  taunting. 
"Come  on  Tommy," 
he  arrogantly  called 
with  a  vulgar  giggle,  j 
and  galled  \ 
that  poor  pathetic  child.  I 
Today  I  saw  Tommy 

cuddling  up  under  a  tree 

in  the  park 
Squeezing  a  tiny  white 
kitten 

whose  soul-stirring  cry 
seemed  to  soak  up  his 
swelling  tears. 
Rudeness  is  a  club, 
beating  down 
the  sensitive  human  spirit. 


boy 


Rhonda  Bixby 

Simms  High  School  -  Simms 
Grade  1 1 
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midnight 
NTRUSION 


Rachelle  Ward 

Monforton  School 

Bozeman 

Grades 


Artwork  by 

Sara  Sothard 

Hellgate  High  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  9 


A  soft  breeze  drifted  in 
through  the  girl's  open  win- 
dow. The  hour  was  late,  but  the 
air  still  warm.  Outside,  heavy 
blackness  surrounded  the 
small,  sleepy  house.  Though 
there  was  a  feeling  of  peace  in 
the  air,  there  was  also  a  pro- 
nounced feeling  of  restlessness. 

The  mattress  of  the  bed 
creaked  as  the  sleeping  girl 
rolled  over.  Suddenly,  her  eyes 
were  wide  open.  She'd  been 
awakened  for  in  the  back  of  her 
consciousness  she'd  heard  a 
noise.  She  stared  hard  into  the 
spacious  room  but  her  eyes 
could  recognize  nothing  in  the 
familiar  darkness.  Rolling  over, 
the  young  teen  tried  to  relax. 
Squinting  her  eyes  tightly 
closed,  she  tried  to  convince  herself  that 
the  sound  had  just  been  her  imagination 
but  she  couldn't  deny  it.  She  couldn't 
deny  that  she  was  a  fourteen-year-old 
girl  alone  at  midnight.  All  alone  be- 
cause her  parents  had  been  called  away 
unexpectedly.  Terribly  alone  in  an 
uneasiness  that  was  slowly  turned  to  an 
awful  fear. 

Outside  her  window,  the  moon  played 
hide  and  seek  behind  the  heavy  clouds 
that  hung  low  in  the  sky.  Its  glow 
darted  through  space  and  danced  mis- 
chievously on  the  little  house.  The 
thorny  branches  of  the  climbing  rose 
scratched  lightly  against  the  window  as 
if  telling  a  whispery  secret.  The  blos- 
soms had  taken  on  eerie  dimensions. 
Her  mom's  prize  winning  white  roses 
protected  the  outside  entry  to  her  room, 
yet  somehow  that  thought  brought  no 
security. 


Creak!  The  girl  sat  straight  up  in  bed.  Her 
heart  pounded  wildly  against  her  chest  as 
she  pulled  the  covers  tightly  to  her.  Then, 
from  somewhere  came  a  loud  thud-  or 
could  it  be  a  knock? 

"Down  the  hall,"  she  told  herself.  "Go 
down  the  hall  and  see  if  someone  was  at  the 
door."  The  smooth  wooden  floor  felt  cold 
to  her  bare  feet;  her  face  was  hot.  Her  pink 
flannel  nightgown  clung  round  her  legs. 

Once  into  the  hall,  panic  seized  her  as  she 
heard  the  noise  again  and  realized  that  it 
truly  wasn't  her  imagination.  Tonight  the 
hall  appeared  longer  and  much  narrower 
than  usual.  She  kept  walking,  running  her 
hands  along  the  wall  for  a  comfort  she  did 
not  find.  A  few  steps  farther  and  she  could 
see  the  door  to  her  right. 

The  girl's  heart  beat  quickly  now  in  a 
steady  rhythm.  Suddenly,  that  beat  was 
emphasized  by  another  knock  at  the  door. 

"Who  is  it?  asked  the  girl,  but  the  words 


had  been  lost  somewhere—  caught  and 
stifled  by  the  lump  in  her  throat.  Then  she 
was  running,  through  the  hall,  past  the 
door,  to  the  kitchen. 

"What  should  I  do?  What  should  I  do? 
Escape  through  a  window?  Scream?  Call 
911?"  She  grabbed  the  phone  receiver, 
then  slammed  it  down  without  thinking. 
Abruptly  she  turned  and  walked  back  the 
way  she  had  come.  Not  another  thought 
crossed  her  mind  until  the  heavy  door 
was  unlatched  and  she  felt  her  hand 
turning  the  cold,  brass  knob.  Then  the 
door  was  swinging  open  and  a  fresh 
swoosh  of  air  greet  her  sharply. 

Unexpectedly  a  low  voice  called, 
"Hello!"  The  girl  jumped  back  a  little,  but 
quickly  her  eyes  adjusted  to  the  dark  of 
the  night  outside.  Standing  on  her  door- 
step was  an  elderly  couple.  The  woman 
was  short  and  pudgy  with  a  wrinkled 
face.  There  were  smile  creases  round  her 
mouth,  the  man  was  large  with  a  thick 
nose  which  supported  a  wiry  pair  of 
glasses.  He  too  was  smiling. 

In  an  instant,  the  woman  was  pushing 
into  the  house;  the  girl  was  being  envel- 
oped in  the  arms  of  this  grandmother-type 
being.  She  felt  smothered  as  the  heavy 
fragrance  of  bottled  lilac  encircled  and 
penetrated  her.  "Darling,"  the  woman 
cooed  in  a  loving,  sweet  sounding  voice, 
"Vanessa  dear,  it's  been  so  long!" 

Now  the  elderly  man  had  entered  and 
had  found  the  light  switch.  The  girl 
blinked  in  the  sudden  light.  He  held  out 
his  arms  to  suggest  a  hug.  "You're  a 
lovely  girl,  Vanessa.  So  much  older  than 
the  last  time  we  saw  you." 

"Prettier  too,"  put  in  the  woman,  smil- 
ing more  thoughtfully  now. 

"It  does  your  grandfather's  heart  good 
to  see  you  so  healthy,"  came  the  low, 
friendly  voice  as  he  stepped  towards  her 
once  more. 

Suddenly,  it  all  made  sense  and  the  girl 
had  to  laugh  out  of  relief  and  embarrass- 


ment. "Oh,"  she  announced.  "I'm  afraid 
there's  been  a  terrible  mistake.  I'm  not 
Vanessa,  she  lives  across  the  street.  You 
must  be  her  grandparents." 

The  two  looked  at  each  other  in 
astonishment  and  then  began  chuckling 
to  hide  their  embarrassment! 

"Oh  dear.  We're  terribly  sorry,"  said 
the  little  old  woman  in  an  earnest  tone. 
The  worried  expression  on  her  face  was 
quite  evident  now. 

The  man  explained  that  they  had 
flown  in  that  night  and  arrived  late.  He 
apologized  for  the  disturbance  and  the 
girl  reassured  him  that  no  harm  had 
been  done.  She  was,  in  fact,  quite 
relieved  that  she  had  been  in  no  real 
danger. 

She  felt  much  better  as  she  walked  her 
two  new  friends  back  outside,  then  both 
parties  said  goodbye  and  she  watched 
them  return  to  the  waiting  taxi  and  get 
their  luggage.  She  smiled  as  she 
watched  them,  in  the  glow  of  the  car's 
headlights,  making  their  way  across  the 
street  to  Vanessa's  house. 

Now  the  breeze  felt  good  on  her  face 
and  she  remained  on  the  porch  hugging 
herself  and  swaying  gently  back  and 
forth  in  her  gown.  She  sighed  and 
closed  her  eyes  briefly.  How  silly  of  me 
to  be  afraid,  she  thought  as  she  heard 
the  taxi  rev  up  its  engine. 

She  watched  the  yellow  car  pull  away 
from  the  curb  and  start  off  slowly  down 
the  street.  At  that  moment  her  eyes  met 
the  expressionless  gaze  of  a  strange 
man's  face  peering  out  of  the  taxi's 
back  window.  He  seemed  to  be  waving 
something  as  if  gesturing  a  farewell. 
She  turned  then,  and  reentered  her 
house,  this  time  more  calmly.  With  a 
sigh  of  relief  she  leaned  back  against 
the  door.  Suddenly,  the  terror  she  had 
felt  earlier  flooded  her  mind.  She 
gasped  in  fear.  Was  that  a  white  rose  he 
was  waving? 


Artwork  by 

Laura  Lucero 
Lockwood  School  -  Billings 
Grade  1 


Kama  Sundsted 

Glasgow  High  School  -  Glasgow 
Grade  12 


The 

Wall 


No  one  gapes  at  its  splendor.  No 
one  stares  in  awe  at  its  beauty. 
Occasionally,  a  hand  trails  across  its 
carefully  carved  names.  More  often, 
a  flag,  a  poem,  or  a  flower  is 
carefully  laid  at  its  base.  The 
people  viewing  it  walk  along  it  in 
thoughtful  silence.  Compared  to  the 
grandeur  of  its  neighbors,  it's  unimpressive  in 
appearance,  but  not  in  meaning.  For  it  stands  in 
memory  of  not  one  man  but  of  thousands  of 
men.  Gradually,  it  increases  in  height  as  if  to 
prepare  its  spectators  for  the  magnitude  of  its 
meaning.  Just  as  gradually,  its  height  decreases, 
but  it  becomes  no  less  poignant. 
Although  I  knew  no  one  whose  name  is  carved 
in  the  Vietnam  Memorial,  I  will  never 
forget  my  seemingly  endless 
walk  past  it  At  its  end,  I  bought 
an  emblem  that  simply  states, 
"Vietnam  remembered."  It  was 
an  era  I  have  no  recollection 
of,  but  one  many  can  never 
forget.  I  cannot  help  wondering 
if,  in  the  future,  a  similar 
monument  will  be  erected. 
When  I  walk  past  this  monu- 
ment, I  will  not  mourn  for  those 
I  never  knew.  Instead,  I  will 
see  my  friends'  names 
carved  on  its  side. 
And  it  will  repre- 
sent a  time  I  will 
never  be  able  to 
forget. 
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urtle 


A 


long  time  ago 
In  the  Indian  days 
Children  were  going  swimming. 

The  old  medicine  man 

Told  them  to  throw  meat 

Into  the  river  before  swimming. 

The  young  didn't  listen, 
The  medicine  man  gave  up. 
He  went  back  to  camp. 

The  children  swam  and  swam. 

A  turtle  came  to  them. 

They  sat  on  top  of  its  large  shell. 

Before  they  knew  it 

The  turtle  took  the  children 

Away,  down  the  river. 

HELP!  HELP!  HELP! 

They  couldn't  jump. 

They  were  stuck  to  the  shell. 

Before  the  camp  knew  it 
The  children  were  gone, 
Never  to  return. 

The  turtle  spoke  and  said, 
"Do  not  swim 
Until  I  get  fed." 


Larry  Big  Lake 

Lodge  Grass  Junior  High  -  Lodge  Grass 
Grades 


The 

c 


abin 


Camille  Cladouhos 

Hawthorne  School  -  Helena 
Grade  3 

As  I  wandered  through  the  forest, 
And  asked  how  far  it  was, 
My  dad  kept  saying, 
"It  will  not  take  too  long." 
I  didn't  ask  how  long  it  was, 
I  asked  how  far  it  was. 

Wondered  for  ten  miles, 
Saying,  "Please  slow  down." 
I  ask  him,  "Why  did  you  break 
the  snowmobile  down?" 

Walking  through  the  forest, 

Following  my  dad, 

He  actually  wasn't  mad. 


Again  I  asked,  "How  far  is  it?" 
"Not  far,  not  far,  not  far." 
I  counted,  counted  everything. 
Footsteps,  miles, 

Just  everything  there  was  to  count. 

Everybody  else,  ahead  of  me, 
Of  course,  they  were  on  skis. 
Snow  up  to  my  knees. 

When  I  finally  saw  the  smoke, 

Coming  from  a  cabin, 

I  tried  to  run  as  fast  as  I  could, 

But  that  didn't  help. 

I  kept  sinking  in, 

Almost  to  my  shoulders, 

Then  I  took  a  close-up  look, 

What  a  junky  cabin  I've  been  searching  for! 


Artwork  by 

Byron  Barnes 

Helena  High  School  •  Helena 
Grade  1 2 


The 

Boy  with  Sport 

Friends 


Ben  Chaet 


Artwork  by 
Josh  DeBoer 

Lockwood  School 
Billings 
Grade  6 


O  nee  there  was  a  kid  named 
Derek  Thomas.  He  was  a  brave 
boy  and  a  polite  boy,  too.  He  lived 
in  Houston,  Texas.  He  loved  the 
Houston  Oilers,  especially  Warren 
Moon.  His  favorite  basketball  team 
was  the  Detroit  Pistons.  And  he 
loved  Isiah  Thomas.  Once  Warren 
Moon  broke  his  thumb.  And  Isiah 
Thomas  was  taken  out  for  the 


season.  That  was  the  worst  day  of 
Derek's  life.  At  5:00  PM  something 
happened.  Warren  Moon  walked 
into  his  room  and  gave  him  a  new 
football.  And  with  him  was  Isiah 
Thomas  who  gave  him  a  basketball 
when  they  played  the  Chicago 
Bulls.  "For  me?"  said  Derek. 

"Yes!"  said  both  of  them.  And  he 
gave  them  both  hugs  and  they  won 
their  games  and  lived  a  nice  life. 


17 


Rod  Scott  and  Michael  Gilbert 

Clyde  Park  Elementary  -  Clyde  Park 
Grade  3 


How  to  StzJ 

DIRT 

by  Two  Experts 
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Y 

JL.ou 


_ou  will  need  your  best  and 
cleanest  clothes  because  you  have  to  get 
them  dirty.  Get  out  your  bike  and  find  a 
nice  muddy  place  to  wreck  in.  If  it  just 
rained  it's  even  better  because  you  go 
through  the  puddles  and  you  get  mud  all 
over  you!  Or  you  can  get  out  your 
mom's  best  watering  can  and  pretend 
you  are  watering  her  flowers.  But  you 
really  make  mud  with  the  water  and  you 
have  a  mud  fight  instead. 


I 


.f  you  have  a  dog  make  sure  he 
plays  in  the  mud  too.  Then  he  down  on 
the  grass  and  let  your  dog  jump  all  over 
you.  He  gives  your  clothes  nice  paw 
prints. 


A 


t  school  play  football  with 
your  friends.  Make  sure  you  get  the  ball 
so  you  will  get  tackled. 

Vt_iJ  et  wet  all  over  and  then  spread 
birdseed  all  over  you.  It's  always  good 
to  touch  sappy  trees  because  pitch  sticks 
to  your  hands  and  everything  sticks  to 
pitch:  like  dog  and  cat  hair,  dirt,  grass, 
and  pine  needles. 


E 


at  your  food  with  your  hands 
when  nobody  is  looking,  make  sure  you 
don't  use  your  napkin.  Wipe  it  on  your 
pants.  When  you  need  to  blow  your  nose 
use  your  shirt.  That's  a  good  way  to 
sticky-up  your  sleeves.  If  you  do  get 
caught  by  your  mother  and  she  says  to 
get  cleaned  up,  here's  what  you  do.  Roll 
up  your  pant  legs  to  your  knees  and  wipe 
only  the  part  she  will  see.  Clean  from 
your  neck  up  and  just  wash  your  hands  a 
little.  She  will  never  notice  the  parts  you 
missed. 


B, 


'eing  dirty  is  fun  if  you're  a  boy. 
The  girls  won't  chase  you  at  school  and 
that's  good  news.  Your  clothes  feel 
comfortable  when  they  are  dirty,  espe- 
cially if  you  get  to  wear  them  for  more 
than  two  days.  Being  dirty  is  the  best. 


T 

Xhe 


.here  is  only  one  reason  why  you 
should  ever  get  really  clean.  That's  when 
you  go  to  church.  If  you  go  each  week 
that  means  you  have  to  get  clean  once  a 
week.  Six  dirty  days  out  of  seven  isn't 
too  bad.  Follow  our  directions  and  you 
will  be  a  very  happy,  dirty  kid. 


Artwork  by 

Robert  Yarlott 

Lockwood  School  -  Billings 
Grade  1 


On  Friday, 


February  eighth  at  nine-thirty  P.M.,  I  took  a  drink  of  water.  I  started 
to  change.  My  hair  started  to  grow  long.  The  next  thing  I  knew  I  was 
on  a  cruise  in  Hawaii  looking  at  dolphins.  When  I  was  looking  at 
dolphins  the  sun  was  just  starting  to  rise  when  a  whale  jumped  up.  It 
was  so  pretty.  The  whale's  tail  splashed  me  and  my  hair  grew  short 
again.  Then  I  was  my  old  self.  School  was  over  and  I  went  home. 


Andrea  Wellman 

Valier  Elementary  -  Valier 
Grade  3 


19 


This 


FLAT 


World 


Lucy  Wynne  Hansen 

Capital  High  School  -  Helena 
Grade  1 1 


Steel  walls  that  reach  through 
Soft  flesh  that  eats  through 
The  bones  of  those  deceased 
Wet  earth  beneath  me 
Sinking  through  the  walls 
Blackbirds  fly  above  me 
Singing  freakish  calls 
To  beckon 
The  sound  of  bullets 
I  hear  all  around  me 
The  screams  of  children  dying 
The  sobs  of  mothers  crying 
For  sons  who  marched  long  ago 
Off  the  edge  of  this  flat  world 
This  smokey  image  in  a  mirror 
Shattered  by  one  small  explosion 
of  the  heart 
I  protest 


Artwork  by 

Chester  Medicine  Crow 

Lodge  Grass  High  School  -  Lodge  Grass 
Grade  11 


Artwork  by 

Lori  Munro 

Big  Sky  High  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  1 1 


THE 

OLD 

Marty  Covers  Up       jt  a  tlt 

Lodge  Grass  Junior  High  -  Lodge  Grass  J^^J_^^ 

Can  you  see  the  old  man? 
He  picks  up  a  good  vegetable 
At  an  eroded  hill. 

After  a  couple  of  hours 
He  watches  the  pretty  red 
Sun  set  in  the  west. 

"You  can  see  the  red  sun 
Pop  up  in  the  morning." 
The  old  man  says. 

Artwork  by 

Mike  Ziegler 

Washington  Junior  High  -  Glendive 
Grade  8 


ONCERT 


And  here  I  am. 

I  have  been  born  an  oboe 

I  bounce  down  magnetic  fields 

from  my  metal  keys 

from  the  trombone  slide 

from  all  the  knobs  on  all  the  violins. 

Though  the  conductor 

fills  himself  with  Spiritus  Mundi 

every  grace  of  every  God 

wears  spectacles  that  fuse  with  stagelights 

shoot  prancing  dragons  down 

our  wood  and  silver  throats 

turns  light  into  cherry  wood  streaks 

more  clear  than  mirrors  (and  I  see  myself 

in  the  face  of  a  cello) 

I  give  my  soul  to  ourselves 

to  mingle  in  Stravinsky  and  Mozart 

to  become  a  single  sixteenth  note  in  a  shiny  glissando. 

We  please  ourselves 
with  the  lowing  of  French  horns 
the  wool  of  timpani  tomahawks 
a  mad  fleeting  sigh  of  a  rest 
the  ballet  corps  tips  to  the  right 
to  wait 

(       no  time 

not  even  sound 
only  music 
only  time  to 
concentrate  on 
timing  ) 


for  us. 


How  can  His  arm  stop  now 
when  we  know  what  we  can  do 


Robin  Hamilton 

Hellgate  High  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  12 


Surfs 


splashes  on  ice 
The  small  clams  are  delicious 
Walruses  are  happy 


Arctic  light  fades  away 

Loud  snoring  tears  the  quiet  air 

Walruses  are  sleepy 

They  gather  at  dawn 

A  deadly  roar  trumpets  forth 

Walruses  are  angry 


The  squid  are  sighted 
Hungry  walruses  dive  in 
The  Walri  eat  well 


Walri  roar  and  charge 

Their  tusks  flash  in  the  bright  light 

There  is  trouble 


The  Walruses  stop 

Large,  round,  tubby  bodies  rest 

Water  quenches  thirst 

Arctic  night  is  long 

No  bellows  disturb  the  calm 

The  Walri  have  left 


Brandan  Whearty 

H.M.S. 
Grade  5 


iGer 

• 

O 

_                                  Rye  Bolinger 

""4                      Hellgate  High  School  -  Missoula 
1                                              Grade  1 1 

NAZI-O  KINHEAD 

MY  POEM  IS  A  NAZI-SKINHEAD 

WITH  BLOOD  RED  WAR  STRIPES  ON  HIS  ARM 

MY  POEM  THRIVES  ON  ANGER 

AND  LOVES  TO  HATE. 

MY  POEM  SHAVES  HIS  HEAD  DAILY 

TO  MAKE  HIS  OPINION  NAKED  TO  THE  WORLD. 

MY  POEM  HAS  TWO  BEST  FRIENDS  HITLER 

AND  HIMSELF. 

BOTH  HE  ADMIRES  BECAUSE  THEY  KNOW  WHAT  POWER  IS. 

IF  YOU  HIT  MY  POEM,  HE  WILL  SHOOT  YOU. 

IF  YOU  ASK  MY  POEM  A  QUESTION,  HE  WON'T  ANSWER 

TRUTHFULLY 

BECAUSE  HE  DOESNT  TRUST  ANYONE  BUT  HIMSELF. 

MY  POEM  FELL  IN  LOVE  ONCE  WHEN  HE  WAS  A  YOUNG  FOOL 

BUT  HIS  HEART  WAS  BROKEN 

AND  NOW  MY  POEM  PREFERS  SWASTIKAS  TO  SEX. 

MY  POEM  WEARS  TATTOOS  OF  SKULLS  THAT  ARE  HOMEMADE 

FILLED  WITH  SWELLING  RED  INFECTION  AND  FIRE. 

BEFORE  MY  POEM  DIES  HE  WILL  TAKE  YOU  WITH  HIM. 

25 

Sara  VanNice 

Laurel  High  School  -  Laurel 
Grade  12 


THE  ISLAND 


When  I'm  hurt 
Or  angry; 

When  all  hope  is  gone, 
I'm  stranded  on  my  island. 

My  one  consolation, 
An  ink  pen, 
My  notebook  listens 
As  I  write. 

Words  flow  on  the  page 
Like  the  rhythmic  waves. 
I  search  for  help  beyond  the 

horizon 
From  a  crying  gull. 

The  sands  of  time 
Become  muddled 
And  I'm  lost 
To  my  world. 

Off  in  the  distance, 
A  tiny  speck; 
I  long  for  rescue 
But  no  ship  comes. 

I  look  to  the  west 
And  the  setting  sun, 
With  a  prayer  that  tomorrow 
I  may  be  found. 


Artwork  by 

Kristina  Wendt 

Helena  High  School  -  Helena 
Grade  1 1 


I  Found  a 

PLACE 


I  found  a  place 
deep  in  my  mind 
that  thinks  in  a  certain  way. 

I  found  a  hole 
in  the  bottom  of  my  heart 
that  let  some  love  astray. 
I  found  a  place 
in  my  soul 
that  lets  my  spirit  run  free. 

I  found  a  love 
after  I  looked 
and  it  was  right  for  me. 

Kati  O'Connell 

Laurel  High  School  -  Laurel 
Grade  1 1 


My  Friend, 

Sun 


See  the  gorgeous  sunset 
Falling  ore'  the  sea. 
Hard  to  think  that  one  small  thing 
Can  mean  so  much  to  me. 

See  the  lovely  clouds 
Fall  sprawling  up  above. 
It's  hard  to  think  that  such  a  scene 
Can  be  filled  up  with  love. 

See  the  golden  colors 
And  all  the  turquoise  too. 
The  red  is  almost  scarlet, 
The  violet  almost  blue. 
And  then  real  fast 
It  all  was  gone. 
I  will  rest  and  be  prepared 
For  the  rising  of  the  dawn. 


Jamie  A.  Martin 

Hillcrest  Elementary  School  -  Harlowton 
Grade  5 


He  was  slowly  covering  the  territory 
he  knew  so  well,  a  territory  that  he  no 
longer  ruled.  It  was  a  territory  about 
twenty-three  miles  in  radius  with  almost 
a  sixty  mile  perimeter. 

For  almost  six  years  he  ruled  this  piece 
of  ground  as  king,  backing  away  from 
nothing  that  moved.  But  now  a  younger 
king  has  taken  over.  A  bear  that  was  in 
his  prime  has  come  into  the  land.  The 
old  bear  never  met  this  younger  intruder, 
but  only  ran  across  his  tracks.  He  sensed 
his  defeat,  but  still  the  blood  boiled  to  a 
fighting  point. 

The  old  fellow  was  going  to  a  place 
that  always  allowed  him  a  juicy  meal.  It 
was  a  narrow  piece  of  trail  along  a 
shallow  cliff  overlooking  a  great  swamp. 
He  didn't  see  the  bear  that  was  following 
him.  He  got  to  the  spot  and  was  in  luck, 
for  he  found  a  recently  dead  calf. 

As  he  started  to  eat,  the  other  bear 


came  and  whipped  him  in  a  wicked  fight. 
The  young  fellow  damned  near  killed  the 
old  guy. 

Wounded  and  weak  from  loss  of  blood, 
he  slowly  traveled  to  the  cave  he  was 
born  in  and  had  hibernated  in  for  fifteen 
years. 

There  in  the  den  was  a  Christmas 
present  waiting  for  him.  A  big  family  of 
skunks  was  hibernating  in  his  cave. 

So  he  had  a  big  meal  and  went  into 
sleep  knowing  that  he'll  have  one  more 
year  anyway. 
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ZiZi  Dahlin 

Geraldine  High  -  Geraldine 
Grade  9 


It  was  a  day  or  so  ago.  I  remember  the  sharp, 
clean  scent  of  the  ocean  air,  and  the  salty  wind 
that  cavorted  about  the  weather-worn  board- 
walk, teasing  sea  gulls  and  playfully  tossing 
hats  into  its  warm  wake.  It  was  early  Septem- 
ber, and  the  youthful  summer  was  reluctantly 
stepping  into  the  burgundy  Oxfords  of  autumn. 
The  signs  of  an  early  fall  were  very  evident, 
except  at  the  seaside,  and  on  that  old  board- 
walk. 

The  boardwalk  was  the  place  where  I  had  first 
seen  that  mysterious  old  man,  dressed  in  his 
black  suit  and  tie,  lunch  neatly  tucked  under 
one  arm,  blue  fishing  rod  in  the  other.  He  strode 
along  the  dock  in  an  old,  jaunty,  self-sufficient 
manner,  as  though  he  were  the  last  man  on 
earth,  and  was  intending  to  welcome  himself 
into  its  spoils.  He  did  not  glance  my  way  at  all, 
or  even  acknowledge  that  I  was  there,  although 
it  was  a  Sunday,  and  it  was  also  apparent  that 
the  beachside  was  completely  uninhabited.  He 
took  no  notice  of  me  as  I  sat  upon  the  ancient 
driftwood  bench  near  the  end  of  the  boardwalk, 
but  merely  went  his  way,  whistling  jauntily  and 
moving  with  astonishing  agility  for  such  an  old 
man.  I  doubt  he  would  have  taken  any  notice  of 
my  presence  at  all,  had  not  a  playful  wind 
snatched  his  black  derby  from  his  balding  head 
and  sent  it  skipping  along  the  boardwalk  in  my 
direction.  Immediately,  I  snatched  it  up  and 
moved  toward  him,  hat  extended.  He  did  not 
appear  to  have  seen  me,  strangely  enough,  but 
accepted  the  hat  with  mild,  grunting  curses. 

"Damned  hat,"  he  remarked  condescendingly, 
replacing  it  firmly  upon  his  own  head,  "always 
running  off  someplace.  Can't  be  polite  and 
remain  on  its  owner's  head,  like  any  normal  hat. 
No,  it  must  always  be  trying  to  escape." 

He  continued  along  the  dock,  muttering 
atrocities  to  his  hat,  and  I  followed  him 
tentatively,  for  sheer  curiosity's  sake. 

Still  grumbling,  he  took  no  notice  of  me  as  I 
tagged  along  at  his  heels,  like  a  small,  annoying 
puppy.  Coming  to  a  driftwood  bench,  he  slowed 
and  set  a  white  bundle  of  what  was  undoubtedly 
his  lunch,  and  the  blue  fishing  pole  carefully 
onto  it.  With  a  sigh,  he  straightened,  stretched. 


and  turned  to  face  me  for  the  first  time. 

"Still  following  me,  eh?"  he  grumbled, 
not  unkindly.  He  arranged  his  parcel 
neatly  onto  the  bench.  "By  the  way,"  he 
remarked  nonchalantly,  "your  mother 
already  knows  about  Mrs.  Harrison's 
window,  so  I'd  just  as  soon  stop  walking 
on  eggshells,  if  I  were  you." 

I  gasped  in  amazement  and  gaped  at  the 
old  man,  open-mouthed.  "But  how  did 
you.. .why  do  you...?" 

He  glanced  up  once.  "Shut  your  mouth, 
please.  You  look  just  like  a  bass." 

Still  aghast,  I  moved  nearer  him.  The 
day  before  I  had  been  playing  baseball 
with  my  two  cousins  out  in  my  backyard,  and  the  ball  had 
accidentally  struck  one  of  my  next-door  neighbor's  win- 
dows. (Mrs.  Harrison,  a  legalistic,  pompous  old  woman  who 
possessed  many  stained  glass  windows,  was  out  of  town  for 
the  weekend,  luckily.)  My  mother  did  not  know  about  it,  or 
so  I  thought.  But  the  startling  fact  was  that  my  cousins  and  I 
alone  were  the  only  ones  who  knew  about  the  occurrence, 
and  this  old  man  before  me  had  just  stated,  calmly  and 
casually,  as  though  commenting  on  the  weather,  that  my 
mother  in  actuality  did  know,  and  that  I  was  also  behaving 
apprehensively  about  the  whole  affair,  and  to  tell  her  about 
it.  I  was  completely  bewildered. 

"Who  are  you?"  I  demanded,  trembling.  He  continued  to 
unload  his  fishing  tackle  and  situate  himself  in  an  orderly 
fashion  around  the  bench.  He  handed  me  a  sandwich 
wrapped  in  wax  paper,  but  I  shook  my  head  at  the  offer,  still 
waiting  for  an  answer. 

"You  can  call  me  Merlin,"  he  replied,  sweeping  his  arm  in 
the  air;  a  gesture  to  the  sky.  I  sat  down  on  the  bench,  still 
dumbfounded. 
"How  did  you  know?" 

He  looked  at  me,  a  crystalline  glimmer  illuminating  the 
dark  pupils  of  his  eyes  for  a  brief  moment.  "I  know  a  lot  of 
things.  I  know  a  lot  of  things  about  everyone.  And  I  know  a 
lot  of  things  about  you,  too."  He  smiled  and  spoke  louder, 
with  grandeur. 

"For  instance,  I  know  that  your  name  is  Paul  Murchison 
O'Keefe,  and  that  you  live  on  the  west  side  of  town  in  a 
bright  yellow  house  on  Bay  Street.  You  always  did  hate  your 
name."  He  regarded  me  curiously,  and  took  a  large  bite  of 
his  sandwich. 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,  you  wanted  to  be  named  David  Lee 
O'Keefe,  like  your  older  brother,  but  never  told  anyone 
except  your  aunt  Chloe,  which,  I  must  add,  was  a  grand 
mistake  indeed,  young  man."  His  grey  eyes  twinkled  at  me, 
and  for  a  fleeting  instant,  I  was  aware  that  it  hadn't  simply 
been  a  coincidence  that  we  had  collided  that  afternoon.  He 
went  on,  telling  me  about  myself  like  an  author  reading  his 
poems  aloud.  He  cast  the  fishing  line  into  the  water,  and  the 
weight  made  a  faint  plopping  sound  a  few  hundred  feet 
offshore. 

"I  know  you  must  be  wondering  why  I  am  here,  Paul,  and  I 
believe  I  will  tell  you.  You  see,  I  was  sent  here  by  someone 
very  great  and  good  indeed,  to  help  you  in  your  struggle.  I 
understand  what  has  happened  in  your  life,  and  I  understand 
the  extreme  hopelessness  you  feel.  I  am  here  to  help  you, 
Paul,  in  whatever  way  I  am  told  to." 


I  did  not  know  why  I  was  suddenly  so  cold.  It  was  a  though 
a  pall  had  been  cast  over  my  feelings  just  then,  shadowing 
any  logic  or  hope.  I  shuddered. 

"Who  sent  you?"  I  asked,  wanting  so  much  to  tell  him 
everything:  of  how  my  father  had  been  so  ill,  and  how  he  had 
passed  away  on  that  bright  August  morning,  while  birds  sang 
and  children  played,  and  while  the  cold  shadow  of  death  slid 
into  that  hypnotic  white  hospital  room,  and  led  him  away  as  I 
held  his  white  hands.  But  most  of  all,  I  wanted  to  tell  this 
strange  old  man  that  nothing  had  been  the  same  since.  There 
had  been  nightmares  and  sleeping  pills,  and  then  guns  and 
razor  blades,  and  the  desperate  cries  of  my  mother,  someone 
who  did  care,  more  so  than  I  wanted  to  admit.  But  I  felt  so 
cold,  so  cold,  and  nothing  came  out  of  my  mouth  but  that  one 
stiff  question.  "Who  sent  you?" 

Merlin  read  me  like  a  book.  "Someone  very  special,"  he 
replied  softly,  "someone  who  can  cure  all  sickness  and 
bandage  all  wounds.  He  is  known  as  the  Healer." 

At  the  sound  of  that  word,  the  black  dampness  of  my  spirit 
seemed  to  dissolve  a  little,  and  I  felt  strangely  alive.  I 
desperately  wanted  to  know  more.  Still  reading  my  thoughts, 
Merlin  nodded  amiably. 

"The  Healer  is  a  wonderful  man.  He  is  currently  my 
employer,  and  my  job  is  to  help  you,  Paul.  You  are  my 
current  assignment.  What  I  must  do  is  to  give  you  back 
something  that  was  stolen  from  you  long  ago.  The  Healer  has 
commanded  that  I  return  it  to  you,  but  first  I  must  show  you 
some  very  important  reasons  why  you  must  change,  and  we 
will  begin  at  once.  Here,  take  my  hand." 

/  took  his  old,  weathered  hand  in  mine. 
Instantly,  I  had  the  fleeting  image  of 
being  in  a  dark  building  somewhere  in 
the  deep  city. 

Merlin  held  my  hand  tightly,  and  the  images  became 
stronger,  more  vivid.  I  saw  a  young  man  sitting  alone  in  a 
dark,  desolate  room,  much  like  an  inner-city  apartment.  The 
man's  head  was  in  his  hands,  and  he  was  weeping  bitterly. 
Darkness  and  desolation  shut  out  any  possible  light.  I 
shivered. 

"This  is  you,"  said  Merlin.  "Without  your  gift,  you  will  be 
as  pitiful  as  this  man  here.  Here,  you  are  twenty-five.  You  are 
an  adult.  You  do  not  have  your  gift,  however,  and  that  is  why 
you  are  so  unhappy.  I  hope  you  never  have  to  be  this  way." 

Needless  to  say,  neither  did  I.  Another  image  appeared  in 
my  mind,  only  this  time  of  a  dark,  clouded  city,  shrouded  in 
desolation  and  sadness.  No  birds  sang,  no  children  played. 
Coatless  bums  lay  in  the  street,  silent  and  solemn.  I  shivered 
uncontrollably,  wondering  who  would  live  in  this  silent, 
unhappy  world.  Merlin  answered  my  question. 

"This  is  a  city  that  has  also  been  robbed  of  a  special  gift, 
the  same  gift  that  has  been  stolen  from  you.  It  is  an  essential 
thing,  this  gift.  It  saddens  the  Healer  to  have  to  look  upon 
such  a  desolate  place.  It  saddens  me,  too.  Come,  I'll  show 
you  something  much  more  encouraging." 

A  vast  image  filled  my  mind.  It  was  one  of  a  black  expanse, 
illuminated  only  by  bright  specks  of  light.  It  was  a  magnifi- 
cent view  of  outer  space. 

In  the  center  of  it  all,  a  cloud  of  sparkling  dust  and  gasses 


swirled  around  a  tiny,  glowing  object.  The 
particles  drew  nearer  the  object,  and  then,  in 
a  burst  of  light,  exploded  into  being.  Singing 
filled  my  ears,  and  bright  radiance  blinded 
me.  I  was  breathless. 

"What  was  that?"  I  asked  Merlin. 

"The  birth  of  a  star,"  he  replied.  "It  was 
meant  to  encourage  you.  You  see,  this  star 
never  would  have  been  bom  if  it  had  not 
possessed  the  gift.  Everything  needs  the  gift." 

"What  is  this  gift  you  keep  talking  about?" 
I  was  puzzled.  Merlin  laughed. 

"Oh,  Paul.  That  is  for  you  to  figure  out. 
Recognizing  what  you  have  lost  is  a  vital  step 
in  regaining  it." 

I  did  not  know  what  it  was.  I  racked  my 
brains,  searching,  searching.  I  had  felt  so 
empty  for  so  long—  what  was  it  that  had  been 
drained  from  me?  Suddenly  I  remembered 
the  man  in  that  grey  apartment,  so  lonely  and 
desolate,  and  the  city  which  had  been  so  like 
him.  Then  I  knew.  I  knew  what  I  needed,  and 
my  heart  cried  out  for  it.  Undulations  of 
longing  enveloped  me,  and  then,  in  a  burst  of 
light,  I  found  myself  sitting  on  the  boardwalk 
bench,  holding  Merlin's  hand.  All  was  as  it 
had  been  before.  I  looked  up  at  him,  tears 
clouding  my  vision.  "I  know,"  I  repeated 
softly,  over  and  over.  "I  know." 

Wordlessly,  Merlin  reached  into  the  pocket 
of  his  absurd,  inappropriate  suit,  and  took  out 
a  small  ivory  box.  It  was  made  of  smooth 
wood,  and  varnished  a  gleaming  white.  He 
handed  it  to  me,  beaming  with  pleasure. 
"Open  it,  Paul." 

Was  this  it?  Was  this  my  lost  gift?  I  opened 
the  box  a  crack.  Suddenly,  light  illuminated 
my  face,  and  stars  shot  into  being.  Children's 
laughing  and  singing  filled  my  ears,  and 
angels  clad  in  tuxedos  danced  all  around  me. 
I  laughed  aloud.  This  was  it!  This  was  my 
gift! 

With  great  effort,  I  closed  the  box,  and  the 
music  stopped.  Breathless  with  delight,  I  held 
it  tightly,  for  fear  the  contents  would  escape. 
I  turned  to  acknowledge  Merlin  in  triumph, 
but  he  had  vanished. 

I  did  not  even  care,  I  was  so  happy.  The 
deep,  yawning  void  within  me  had  been 
filled.  I  was  whole.  Carefully  placing  the  box 
in  my  pocket,  I  started  down  the  boardwalk.  I 
had  my  gift  back.  I  had  hope. 
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_  7 seventh 
V  summer 


August  dusk,  mosquitos  massacre  our  dingy  limbs- 
Too  early  for  baths, 

Too  dark  for  crab  apple  wars. 

Ben  and  I  laze  in  lawn  chairs- 
exhausted  from  freeze  tag. 

A  blood-thirsty  sentinel  glides  onto  my  leg. 
Too  tired  to  move, 

Too  numb  to  care. 

I  watch  its  skinny  body  grow  plump- 
He '11  die  happy. 

Mom's  dishwashing  songs  filter  through 

the  kitchen  window  screen  and  harmonize 
with  those  of  the  crickets. 

My  seventh  summer  found  me 
Too  content  for  tears, 

Too  carefree  for  worries. 


Rachel  Scott 

Simms  High  School  -  Simms 
Grade  12 
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All  the  army,  all  the  army, 
On  to  war  they  go, 
On  the  soldiers  trudged, 
Onward. 

All  the  army,  all  the  army, 
Across  the  desert  they  go, 
On  the  soldiers  trudged, 
Onward. 

All  the  army,  all  the  army, 
Through  the  empty,  dark  night, 
On  the  soldiers  trudged, 
Onward. 

Half  the  army,  half  the  army, 
Past  the  fire  of  enemy, 
On  the  soldiers  trudged, 
Onward. 

Now  no  army,  no  army, 
Just  the  sounds  of  war, 
There  the  soldiers  lay, 
Onward. 

Moria  Milton 

Roundup  High  School  -  Roundup 
Grade  9 


Artwork  by 

Troy  Lance 

Laurel  Middle  School  -  Laurel 
Grade  6 


A  he  war  has  begun, 
and  my  father's  gone. 
He's  in  Saudi  Arabia 
fighting  for  America. 
I  rarely  get  to  see  my  mother. 
She's  busy  working  double  shifts  at  Ole's. 
No  more  mother  to  daughter  talks  over  dinner 
and  no  more  late  night  CBS  movies. 
Dad  doesn't  come  to  pick  me  up  from  school  anymore, 
like  other  students'  fathers. 
No  more  complaining  about  feeding  the  cats, 
or  the  squawking  of  my  lovebird  De. 
He  can't  be  a  chaperone  anymore, 
and  tell  me  what  goes  through  young  boys'  minds. 
He  won't  be  having  snowball  fights  with  me, 
or  helping  me  with  my  algebra. 
I  often  have  dreams  about  what's  going  to  happen 
A  lot  of  time  they're  nightmares. 
One  night,  I  had  the  worst  one  ever 

And  I  still  remember  it. 
Days  had  passed,  and  soon  weeks  too 
only  month-old  postcards  came 
with  the  Saudi  Arabian  stamp  in  the  center 
often  times  I  stared  at  the  writing,  trying  to  remember  Dad. 
Months  went  by,  and  finally  someone  called. 
It  was  a  lieutenant, 
and  he  wanted  to  talk  with  my  mom 
My  mom  spoke  quietly,  then  hung  up. 
She  started  in  with  how  odd  things  happen, 
things  people  can't  prevent. 
Why  was  she  telling  me  this? 
What  did  this  have  to  do  with  the  phone  call? 
She  said  Dad  was  coming  home  early, 
but  that's  not  what  she  meant, 
Dad  was  coming  home  in  a  casket, 
a  casket  covered  with  the  good  old  American  flag. 


Krista  Frederikson 

Target  Range  -  Missoula 
Grade  8 


SHADOWS 

OF  THE 

NIGHT 

Seth  Johnson 

Laurel  High  School  -  Laurel 
Grade  10 

The  shadows  of  the  night 
Start  to  fall  around  me 
But  I  reach  out 
And  grab  your  hand 
You  hold  me  tight 
And  I'm  protected  from 
Shadows  of  the  night 
I  come  to  you 
With  tears  and  pain 
You  hold  me  tight 
And  I'm  protected  from 
Shadows  of  the  night 
My  nights  are  sleepless 
Full  of  restless  fears 
But  you  hold  me  tight 
And  I'm  protected  from 
Shadows  of  the  night 
Still  I  feel  uneasy 
Not  for  me 
But  for  you 
People  are  just  human 
And  like  you 
Need  to  be  held  tight 
And  protected  from 
Shadows  of  the  night 
But  only  you  know 
If  I'm  the  one 
To  hold  your  hand 
Dry  your  eyes 
And  heal  your  pain 
Or  hold  you  tight 
And  protect  you  from 
The  shadows  of  the  night. 


Artwork  by 

Stormy  Schwindt 

Dawson  County  High  School 

Glendive 

Grade  12 


Where  does  a  goldfish  go, 
Q         When  you  flush  it  down  the  toilet  bowl? 
i  Where  do  the  ripples  in  water  go, 

Maybe,  Vera  Cruz  or  Kokamo? 
r\  Maybe  I  should  ask  for  a  hunch 


a  3, 


As  to  why  they  feed  us  that  awful  school  lunch? 
Or  why,  in  the  world,  does  anyone  know, 


i  vji  wiiy,  in  uic  wuiiu,  uucii  tuiyunc  iuiuw, 

^N    O  Did  they  put  on  that  stupid  Cop  Rock  t.v.  show 

I  Or  why  in  the  world,  can  anyone  see, 

^      Kfl         |  To  fight  Mike  Tyson  on  national  t.v.? 

•  mm  j_  Or  why  does  a  dog  stick  his  head  out  the  window, 

^3       E  .§  But  when  you  blow  in  his  face  he  growls  in  crescendo? 

ra  ^  Or,  why  you  have  to  have  a  Ph.D, 

^  1 1  To  learn  to  run  the  new  t.v.? 


m  g,m      All  in  all,  it  must  be  fate, 


to  jo  2 
5  (3(5 


To  not  know  the  answers  to  questions  that  grate. 


My  first  words  as  a  kid  were 
money,  clothing,  shop, 
And  throughout  my  girlhood 
these  new  words  wouldn't  stop. 

I  think  a  gene  in  me  was  found 
making  me  this  way 
'Cause  I'm  what  you'd  call  a  shopper 
even  to  this  day. 

Now  some  girls  ask  for  money 
or  cars  for  the  garage 
but  I  am  perfectly  content 
with  mom's  small,  plastic  card. 

Just  give  me  several  hours 

in  any  clothing  store, 

I'll  be  content,  I'll  have  some  fun, 

I'll  look  and  I'll  explore. 

Strolling,  drooling,  checking,  charging, 
"mailing"  without  strife. 
Sweaters,  blue  jeans,  bracelets, 
earrings,  outfits  are  my  life! 

And  when  the  plaza  shopping  center 
closes  for  the  day, 

I'll  take  my  bags  and  head  back  home 
to  figure  what  I'll  pay. 

Then  early  the  next  morning 
I'll  head  to  town  once  more, 
Wearing  brand  new  clothing, 
to  check  out  a  new  store. 


I  guess  you  probably  see  now 
what  it's  like  to  be 
A  shop-a-holic;  now  I  bet, 
you  want  to  shop  with  me! 


A  Senseless  War 


Kari  Farbo 

Sunburst  Middle  School  -  Sunburst 
GradeS 

Here  I  am,  just  thinking 

About  kids  being  sent  away 

To  deserts  in  the  Middle  East 

Nothing  to  do  but  pray. 

Chemical  warfare  in  Kuwait 

Troops  facing  the  desert  heat 

Awaiting  a  war  with  Iraq 

Awaiting  victory  or  defeat? 

A  young  man  turns  eighteen. 

His  life  is  invaded  with  fear 

Of  being  sent  away  to  Saudi  Arabia 

For  maybe  a  month  or  a  year. 

Why  should  innocent  fight  the  innocent? 

No  one  loses,  no  one  wins 

Why  should  soldiers  kill  strangers 

When  this  tragic  war  begins? 

Will  they  give  us  answers 

Or  continue  to  feed  us  lies? 

Can't  they  feel  our  fear  and  pain 

Or  hear  our  desperate  cries? 

In  a  foreign  nation 

Our  loved  ones  fight  in  vain 

In  the  midst  of  confusion, 

Violence,  and  pain. 

Soldiers  march  on  a  battlefield 

In  the  heat  of  a  scorching  sun. 

Anticipating  vague  commands, 

Should  we  attack,  or  should  we  run? 

They  see  a  blood  red  sunset 

Across  the  desert  sky. 

It  seems  to  taunt  and  ridicule 

Yet,  silently  ask  "Why?" 

God  can  grant  them  patience 

And  all  they  need  to  live. 

But  I  continue  to  question 

What  can  I  do?  What  can  I  give? 

How  can  I  make  a  difference? 

How  can  I  take  a  stand? 

To  help  my  fellow  Americans 

Fighting  in  a  foreign  land. 


I'm  Here 

Steve  McPherson 

Dawson  County  High  School  -  Glendive 
Grade  1 1 

All  alone  with  my  thoughts  and  memories 
On  the  bank  of  a  peaceful  stream. 
Sitting,  watching,  and  wondering 
About  my  life  on  this  calm  summer  day. 

What  would  it  be  like  if  I  weren't  here 
A  thought  that  has  to  make  one  curious. 
Missing  the  experience  of  a  lifetime 
To  take  a  shot  at  surviving. 

No  friends,  no  family,  not  even  I  exist 
no  one  knowing  I  was  ever  gone. 
Everyone  taking  life  for  granted 
A  chance  to  be  alive  and  free. 


The  Spring 

Emily  Lammers 

Hillcrest  Elementary  School  -  Harlowton 
Grade  1 


In  the  spring  the  light  breezes  will  blow, 
None  of  the  land  will  be  covered  with  snow. 
The  birds  will  sing  cheep  cheep,  cheep  cheep. 
And  the  fish  will  swim  way  under  the  deep. 

The  great  fishy  creeks  will  start  to  run, 

And  the  sky  is  filled  with  the  mighty  mighty  sun. 

The  people  they  will  start  to  play 

In  that  mighty  sun  all  that  long  day. 


Baseball 

Brian  Sparr 

Columbia  Falls  School  -  Columbia  Falls 
Grade  7 


A  baseball  diamond  is  not  counted  in  carats, 
Its  chalk  is  not  dust  of  gold, 
But  one  grand  slam  knocked  out  of  the  park, 
Is  valued  whenever  retold. 


Artwork  by 

Darrin  Old  Coyote 

Lodge  Grass  High  School  -  Lodge  Grass 
Grade  10 
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When  I'm  a  Grandpa 


When  I'm  a  grandpa  I  want  to  have  lots 
of  grandchildren.  I  will  live  in  a  big 
white  house  kind  of  like  the  White 
House. 

Whenever  my  grandchildren  come  I 
will  give  them  each  an  apple.  I  will  live 
in  town  so  I  can  put  up  lights  at  Christ- 
mas time  for  my  grandchildren  to  see. 
And  when  my  grandchildren  come  my 
wife  will  give  them  each  a  carrot.  Every 
time  they  have 
a  birthday  I  will 
give  them  $10 
in  cash.  And 
when  they  stay 
overnight  I  will 
read  them  a 
bednight  story 
just  for  fun.  I 
will  let  them  go 
swimming  in 
the  summertime 
and  I  would  go 
swimming  too. 
I  will  let  them 
stay  up  until 
1:30.  Every 
time  they  come 
on  weekends  I  will  make 
pizza.  They  will  say,  "Yum." 
After  pizza  I  will  give  them 
ice  cream!!!  And  when  we  go 
to  the  grocery  store  I  will  buy 
them  each  a  candy  bar.  I  will 
give  them  all  the  pop  they 
can  drink!  I  will  let  them  pick 


flowers  out  of  the  flower  bed.  And  I  will 
have  a  pet  bird,  rabbit,  cat,  and  dog,  so  they 
can  play  with  them.  And  when  I  ask  them  a 
favor  they  will  help  each  other  to  do  it.  At 
nighttime  I  will  sneak  them  some  cookies.  I 
will  let  them  do  all  the  puzzles  and  games 
they  want  to. 
And  I  will  love  them  forever. 

Christopher  Graff 

Scobey  Elementary  School  -  Scobey 
Grade  2 
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Artwork  by 

Jannette  McDonald 

Big  Sky  High  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  10 


rouble  with  Lime  Jello 


.  he  dinner  table  was  dressed  in  silence.  The 
four  people  around  its  holy  corners  gobbled  food  like 
hungry  ogres.  I  sat  on  the  left  side  of  the  table,  while 
my  sister,  Stacy,  sat  directly  across  from  me.  At  the 
far  ends  of  the  table  sat  The  Parents.  My  mother  ate 
with  her  head  slightly  lowered  as  The  Father's 
stomach  rumbled.  Without  a  word  I  picked  up  the 
bowl  and  handed  it  to  The  Father.  He  plopped  another 
chunk  of  "soup"  into  his  bowl  and  ate  like  a  ravenous 
dog.  There  was  a  silence  during  the  meal  that  weaved 
into  our  heads  and  made  a  slight  buzzing  sound.  The 
Father  filled  his  bowl  three  more  times,  and  when  the 
"soup"  was  gone,  he  ate  French  bread  and  butter  like  a 
man  possessed  by  the  devil.  The  Father  finished  his 
bread  and  butter  and  began  on  the  next  logical  portion 
of  the  meal,  the  pitcher  of  ice  cold  milk  that  had  been 
sweating  in  the  middle  of  the  table  for  at  least  fifteen 
minutes.  He  seemed  to  enjoy  its  velvety  coolness  as  he 
poured  it  down  his  throat,  but  not  nearly  as  much  as 
the  bread  and  butter.  When  The  Father  was  finished 
my  mother  whisked  away  the  dirty  dishes.  She  carried 
the  tired  and  used  dishes  away,  and  replaced  them 
with  fresh  new  dessert  plates  and  silverware.  She 
made  one  final  trip  to  the  kitchen  to  bring  back  the 
dessert;  the  moment  we  had  all  been  waiting  for. 

Every  Friday  my  family  eats  the  same  thing  for 
dessert.  The  three  sane  members  of  my  family  eat 
human-sized  portions,  but  The  Father,  he  can  really 
pack  it  away. 


he  lime  Jello  my  mother  carried  was  very 
handsome  in  its  evening  coat  of  whipped  cream.  She 
cut  three  small  squares  out  of  the  nearly  gallon 
capacity  tray  and  handed  them  to  Stacy,  herself,  and 
me.  She  took  the  gigantic  tray  and  set  it  before  The 
Father  and  supplied  him  with  a  larger  than  usual 
spoon.  The  Father  ate  quickly  and  was  done  with  his 
portion  before  any  of  the  rest  of  us  had  a  chance  to 
take  a  bite.  He  took  care  of  this  by  snatching  our  plates 
and  eating  our  samples  as  well.  When  he  seemed  to  be 
finished,  he  patted  his  stomach  and  belched.  The 
Father  jumped  up  with  a  smile  and  rushed  out  the 
door,  on  the  way  grabbing  his  car  keys  and  jacket.  We 
followed  as  blind  as  lemmings  during  their  yearly 
swim,  hopped  in  the  car  and  sped  away  in  the  same 
buzzing  silence  that  had  filled  our  dining  room  just 
moments  before. 

We  drove  for  days  upon  end,  and  sometimes  I  felt 
like  we  were  traveling  in  circles.  After  six  days  of 
seemingly  silly  silence  my  mother  spoke,  saying, 
"Where  the  heck  are  we  going?" 
The  Father  replied  questioningly,  "You'll  see...." 


The  Father  controlled  the  wheel  of  a  car  almost  as 
swiftly  as  he  had  controlled  the  knife,  fork  and  spoon 
which  were  his  best  friends.  We  drove  west  (I  found 
this  out  by  simply  looking  at  the  compass  attached  to 
my  wristwatch,  because  the  one  in  my  pocketknife  was 
broken.)  for  two  more  days,  until  we  cruised  into  the 
city  of  angels  almost  as  swiftly  as  we  had  left  our 
home.  The  enormous  city  beckoned  to  The  Father,  and 
we  sped  around  corner  after  corner  until  we  slowed  to 
a  stop  in  a  huge  parking  lot.  Across  the  desolate 
parking  lot  we  could  see  the  building  that  The  Father 
had  been  searching  for.  The  Father's  rubicund  face 
shone  as  his  eyes  gleamed  like  the  light  on  the  end  of 
an  ancient  locomotive.  The  Father  hurriedly  opened  his 
door  and  tumbled  out  of  the  car  and  fell  to  the  ground. 
He  reached  up  and  unclasped  his  seat  belt  and  then 
stood  and  ran  towards  the  building  we  had  come  so  far 
to  see. 

The  Father,  though,  wanted  to  do  more  than 
look;  he  raced  up  to  the  building  and  ripped 
the  doors  from  their  hinges. 

The  Father's  screams  of  ecstasy  could  be  heard  for 
miles,  and  I  opened  my  door  and  walked  towards  the 
building.  My  mother  and  Stacy  screamed,  as  I  stopped 
to  read  the  putrid  neon  sign  at  the  top  of  the  building.  It 
read:  Jolly  Jerry's  Jello  Factory  (and  in  small  print 
below  that)  Where  We  Make  It  Right  For  You! 

My  mother  and  Stacy  came  out  of  the  factory  and 
told  me  that  The  Father  had  thrown  himself  into  a  vat 
of  lime  Jello  and  died  of  over-consumption.  They 
called  the  police  and  the  morgue.  Somehow  the  news 
crew  found  out  and  showed  up  with  a  portable  camera 
to  capture  "The  feelings  and  actions  of  the  people!" 
They  asked  me  if  I  had  any  comments  about  the 
unusual  death  of  The  Father;  all  I  could  reply  was,  "I 
know  he  died  a  happy  man." 

I  think  they  thought  I  was  a  little  messed  up  in  the 
head,  but  I  could  do  nothing  to  stop  it.  After  we  had 
returned  home  and  the  funeral  was  over,  there  was  only 
one  question  burning  a  hole  in  my  mind.  So  as  my 
mother  wept,  and  I  stood  close  to  Stacy,  and  looked  at 
the  tombstone  I  asked,  "Was  it  with  or  without 
whipped  cream?" 

She  looked  at  me,  smiled  and  shed  just  one  lonely 
tear  of  understanding  as  she  replied, 
"With." 


Doug  Hughes 
Harlowton  High  School  -  Harlowton 
Grade  10 


Artwork  by 

Meghan  Hopkins 

Lockwood  School  -  Billings 
Grade  4 
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eelings 


E.J.  Redding 

Helena  High  -  Helena 
Grade  12 


The  way  I  feel  is  hard  to  show, 
To  someone  that  I  am  so  unlike, 
Our  interests  are  so  very  different, 
I  find  no  greater  joy  in  this  world 
Than  seeing  a  newborn  calf  on  a  sunny 
Spring  morning,  or  sitting  on  a  horse 
At  sunset  on  top  of  a  high  mountain. 

You  seem  to  not  care. 
I  do  not  even  know  what  you  find 
Joy  in,  unless  it  is  hurting  me. 

Every  time  I  see  you, 
My  heart  jumps  and  screams, 
Only  to  be  knocked  down  by  my  own 
Lack  of  confidence. 

Every  time  our  eyes  meet,  my  heart 
Ceases  to  beat.  But  then  you  look  away, 
Seemingly  not  to  have  noticed 
My  dancing  heart. 
When  I  am  alone,  I  wish  to  be  with  you, 
But  you  are  always  with  someone  else. 

Sometimes  it  would  seem  better  to  die, 
But  then  when  would  I  see  you  again? 
If  only  there  were  some  way  to  tell  you 
Without  telling  and  without  showing. 
Then  maybe  it  could  happen. 
From  a  horse  or  a  steer  I  can  take  the  pain 
But  the  wrong  word  from  you  would  be  more 

than  I  could  stand. 


The  Fox 

Does 

What 

He 

Must 

Do 

Charlie  Walls 

Sunburst  Middle  School  -  Sunburst 
Grade  8 


The  fox  stalks  its  prey 
not  even  caring 
that  this  creature 
will  not  have  another  night  or  day. 
He  walks  so  carefully  having  no  feeling 
for  the  animal  with  which  he  is  dealing. 

The  fanner  has  no  say 
for  the  fox  goes  by  night 

not  day. 
The  fox  will  do  it  again 

he  has  no  feeling 
for  the  defenseless  hen. 

The  fox  does  what  he  pleases, 
for  he  will  never  get  caught; 
he  hides  in  the  trees. 
He  runs  as  fast  as  light, 
but  making  sure 
only  at  night. 

If  only  the  farmer  knew 
that  the  fox  does 
what  he  must  do. 

The  fox  is  cunning 

but  true. 
He  would  never  hurt 

me  or  you. 
The  foxes  colors  are 
red  and  blue. 
You  hate  him, 
but  he  hates 
none  of  you. 

The  fox  has 
a  sharp  howl  for  a  ring. 
He  does  not  care  about  time 
or  human  things. 
The  fox  does  what  he  must  do. 
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HILDREN- 


I  LOOKED  UP  ONE  DAY 
SAW  THEM  SPLASHING  IN  THE  RAIN 
LIKE  SIMPLE  QUESTIONS 


Zizi  Dahlin 

Geraldine  High  -  Geraldine 
Grade  9 


MY  TEACUP  IS  FILLED  WITH 
THE  LIQUID  REMNANTS  OF  MY 
LIFE'S      SO  WORTHLESS  DREAMS 
AND  IT  COMMENCES  DRAINING 

IN        VERY  SMALL  TRICKLES 
THE  SCATTERED  DROPLETS 
OF  WHAT  ONCE  WAS  MY 
HEART 


46 


Artwork  by 

Chester  Medicine  Crow 

Lodge  Grass  High  School  -  Lodge  Grass 
Grade  1 1 


Snow  is  a 
Wonderful  Thing 

Kim  Schwenk 

Target  Range  School  -  Missoula 
Grade  4 

Snow  is  a  wonderful  thing. 

It's  white,  flaky,  sparkly,  and  slushy. 

In  the  morning,  it  looks  like  somebody 
sprinkled  powder  all  over. 

It  tastes  cold  and  flaky,  like  you're  eating 

cold  cookies. 

Snow  is  quiet  and  calm, 
and  sometimes  it  whispers  to  you. 

It  feels  cozy  when  you're  out  in 
the  snow. 

You  just  hear  a  crunch, 
like  you're  stepping  on  crackers. 


From  My  Window 
in  February 

Kate  Wilkinson 

Charles  B.  Murray  Elementary  -  Sheridan 
Grade  8 

the  power  line, 
where  larks  and  sparrows  sang  of  late, 

seems  lonely  now 

that  winter's  come, 
it  hangs  patiently  and  still 
between  the  cold  bare  trees  and  shed 

waiting  for  the  spring,  perhaps, 

and  the  company  of  birds. 


0  for  a  Hike 

Katie  Thieltges 

Central  Elementary  -  Helena 
Grade  5 

1  never  thought  a  hike  in  the  mountains 
could  be  so  thrilling.  First  of  all,  when  I 
woke  up  that  morning  it  was  a  beautiful 
spring  day,  so  I  decided  to  go  for  a  hike. 

I  was  about  halfway  up  the  mountain 
when  my  foot  slipped,  and  the  next  thing 
I  knew  I  was  sliding  down  a  mud  slide. 
As  soon  as  I  got  to  the  bottom  of  the  ride 
I  knew  I  was  lost.  This  was  definitely  not 
the  mountain  behind  my  house.  The  trees 
were  the  strangest  trees  I  had  ever  seen. 
The  trunks  of  the  trees  were  all  twisted. 
Leaves  of  many  different  colors  hung 
from  the  branches.  Only  about  five  feet 


away,  there  was  a  river  about  twenty  feet 
wide.  It  seemed  like  the  bank  was  only 
two  inches  high  above  the  water.  The 
grass  was  so  green  and  lush,  that  it  had 
to  have  been  taken  care  of  every  day.  I 
followed  the  river  downstream  for  a  little 
while.  When  I  turned  a  bend,  I  saw  a 
crystal  blue  waterfall.  But  I  don't  think 
you  would  want  to  call  it  a  waterfall. 
Water  from  the  river  was  flowing  up  the 
side  of  the  mountain.  It  was  so  strange  I 
almost  fainted.  Then  I  though  of  some- 
thing, how  was  I  going  to  get  home? 
Walking  back  to  the  mud  slide  where  I 
fell,  I  thought  maybe  I  could  try  to  climb 
up  the  slide.  When  I  got  there  I  realized 
that  it  was  way  too  steep.  Just  as  I  was 
trying  to  think  up  a  solution  to  my 
problem  I  heard  someone  calling,  "Wake 
up  or  you'll  be  late  for  school!"  What  a 
strange  dream! 


SAVE 

me  from  this 

MADNESS 

I  am  caught 
I  am  caged 
I  cannot  break  free 

Drug  in  the  food; 

They  take  me  from  the  cage 

Into  a  white  room, 

Set  me  on  a  cold  steel  table; 

I  smell  death 

But  I  am  too  dizzy  to  escape. 

Men  in  white  coats, 

Blood-stained 

With  shiny  blades  in  hand 

Cut  away  at  my  limp  flesh. 

No  expression  as  they  torture  me; 

Pain  and  fear  overcome  me; 

I  go  unconscious. 

I  awake  with  a  jolt 

Skinned  from  head  to  toe 

With  all  manner  of  wires  and  tubes 

Running  in  and  out  of  my  body. 

I  try  to  weep,  but  I  cannot. 

Pain,  like  I  have  never  felt  before; 

The  jolt  was  an  electric  shock  to  my  spinal  column. 

Clamped,  beaten  and  hideous, 

I  lie  wanting,  waiting  to  die,  but  I  cannot, 

The  demons  in  the  white  coats  keep  me  alive. 

The  screams  of  others  echo  in  my  ears. 

Please,  god,  take  me  away  from  this  relentless  torture. 

This  is  the  life?  of  a  laboratory  animal, 
A  mockery  of  civilization  and  humanity. 

Tony  Killebrew 

Laurel  High  School  -  Laurel 
Grade  1 1 


Whale  is  Born 

It  was  late  autumn  in  a  sheltered  bay  in  Baja,  California.  It  was  the  year  1826  and  a 
mother  gray  whale  was  giving  birth  to  a  little  eight  foot  copy  of  herself.  The  air 
seemed  to  smell  fresher  that  day  and  the  flowers  brighter. 

The  young  calf  slowly  wriggled  its  way,  tail  first  out  of  its  mother's  body.  Finally  he 
emerged  into  the  warm  water  in  the  lagoon.  Although  she  had  never  raised  a  calf 
before,  mother  knew  what  to  do.  The  calf  must  swim  to  the  surface  for  air,  but  if  the 
calf  did  not  swim,  it  was  in  no  danger  for  the  mother  would  swim  under  the  calf  and 
push  it  to  the  surface.  This  young  whale  was  very  strong.  It  somehow  knew  what  to 
do.  The  mother  swam  after  the  calf,  and  they  spouted  together.  And  so  Gigi  was  bom. 

Soon  after  birth,  the  other  rolled  over  on  her  side  so  Gigi  could  drink  her  rich  milk 
with  his  blow  hole  above  the  water. 

The  next  few  months  he  built  up  strength  by  playing  with  his  mother  and  other 
young  whales  in  the  herd.  One  day  in  late  March,  many  of  the  bulls  in  the  herd  swam 
off.  The  next  day  Gigi's  mother  told  him  to  follow  her  out  of  the  lagoon.  Gigi  did  not 
understand,  but  he  followed.  Soon  the  tiny  lagoon  was  nowhere  in  sight.  The  adven- 
tures of  his  life  were  only  beginning. 


Nicholas  Hannon 

Columbia  Falls  Elementary  -  Columbia  Falls 

Grade  3 


p 


arAdise 

A      m    Ryan  Waniata 


Central  Elementary  -  Helena 
Grade  5 


A  secret  hideaway  of  mine  is  an  intriguing,  hidden  passage  of  stone  by  the 
lake  that  I  named  "Paradise".  "Paradise"  is  where  I  go  to  get  away  from  it 
all.  The  light  by  day  is  a  small  hole  at  the  top,  where  sunlight  splashes 
through  and  glitters  on  my  stream  that  flows  from  the  lake.  When  I  spend 
nights  there,  I  use  my  small  fridge,  my  lamp,  my  stereo,  a  large  bookshelf, 
and  a  small,  old,  bed.  All  electric  appliances  are  run  by  my  small  genera- 
tor, which  I  over-use.  This  cozy,  relaxing  cavern  is  where  I  go  to  swim, 
have  a  snack,  and  listen  to  music.  Once  I  found  "Paradise"  and  fixed  it  up, 
to  me,  it  was  better  than  a  twelve-story  mansion.  I  love  "Paradise"  and 
would  hate  to  ever  give  it  up. 


The  night  is  like  a  burning  madness 

Owls  and  coyotes  prowl  through  the  darkness 

Feelings  are  reaching  outward  and  spirits 

Escape,  adding  to  the  chaos 

A  single  being  lies  awake, 

Shaking  with  anticipation. 

Anger  lets  out  its  mad- 
dening roar 

Only  during  the 
time  of  dreams. 

At  dawn  all  will 
remain  clam 

Including  the 
frenzy  that  lurks 
within. 

Andrea  List 

Helena  High  -  Helena 
Grade  10 


Artwork  by 

Jim  Moyer 

Broadwater  County  High  School  -  Townsend 

Grade  9 
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I  Wonder 


I  wonder  if  he  thinks  of  me, 
when  it's  quiet  and  he's  alone. 

I  wonder  if  he  remembers  my 

number, 
when  he  looks  at  the  phone. 

I  wonder  if  he  hurts  inside, 
when  they  play  our  song. 

I  wonder  if  he  yearns  for  me, 
when  he  sees  a  couple  stroll  along. 

I  wonder  if  the  memories, 
keep  him  awake  at  night. 


I  wonder  if  he  wishes, 
we  never  had  that  fight. 


I  wonder  and  question 
till, 

my  wonders  run  out. 

but  most  of  all  I  wonder 

if  he, 
wonders  what  I'm 
wondering  about. 

B.  Suttey 

Helena  High  -  Helena 
Grade  10 


Artwork  by 

Helen  Morrison 

Helena  High  -  Helena 
Grade  1 1 


So  old  and  so  slow, 
and  so  wrinkled  and  grey. 
That's  the  way  I  saw, 
that  old  man  that  day. 
I  decided  to  take 
my  ball  and  my  bat 
outside  to  play, 
to  play  one  last  game 
before  the  warm  weather  went  away. 


I  wouldn't  have  wondered 

about  him  at  all, 

except  he  stopped 

to  pick  up  my  ball. 

I  waited  and  waited, 

'cause  it  took  him  so  long. 

And  that's  when  I  saw,  that  he  was  wrinkled, 

and  shaky,  and  not  very  strong. 

And  I  laughed  to  myself, 

"Does  he  think  he  can  throw  that  ball 

as  far  as  I  can?" 


But  somehow  our  eyes  met, 

and  he  smiled  at  me. 

And  that's  when  I  saw, 

that  he  also  knew, 

that  his  baseball  days 

were  really  through. 

And  in  that  look, 

I  could  also  see. 

The  memory  of  himself, 

when  he  was  as  young  as  me. 

And  from  that  look, 
it  came  to  me. 
That  someday  I'd  be 
as  old  as  he. 


Clinton  Wehr 

Sunburst  Middle  School  -  Sunburst 
Grade  7 


I  was  sitting  in  my  desk  and  everyone  heard  a  loud 
crash.  The  teacher  went  to  see  what  happened. 

She  came  back  and  said.. ."I'll  tell  you  at  recess."  So  we 
finished  our  math  test. 

Finally  it  was  recess.  I  asked,  "Mrs.  Frankino,  what  was 
that  crash?"  She  said  the  principal  won't  tell.  But  we  all 
had  to  stay  in  for  recess.  We  couldn't  even  see  out  the 
window! 

Finally  it  was  time  to  go  home.  The  principal  came 
around  and  said,  "A  giant  pancake  has  fallen  on  top  of  the 
school  and  it's  too  big  and  heavy-  no  one  can  get  in  or 
out." 

So  we  all  moped  around  the  school  and  the  principal 
said  we  could  run  around  the  halls. 

But  everyone  was  hungry.  The  pancake  was  so  heavy 
we  couldn't  open  the  door  and  eat  our  way  out. 

One  door  could  be  opened  but  it  was  locked  and  the  key 
was  lost,  and  the  air  conditioning  was  broken... 

We  were  all  hot  and  hungry. 

I  was  walking  down  the  hall.  Then  I  saw  a  key!  I 
thought  it  was  the  key  to  the  door,  but  it  was  only  Mrs. 
Frankino 's  car  key. 

But  then  I  saw  everyone  over  by  the  door.  Someone  had 
found  a  a  key!  Someone  else  ate  through!  And  we  were 
leaving!  Then  everyone  ate  and  ate  and  ate. 


Amber  Yuhas 

Four  Georgians  School  -  Helena 
Grade  3 
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34 

Lance,  Troy 

/ 

Lauren,  Jeanne 

1*7 

3  / 

Lewis,  Maryann 

*\3 

i_.isi,  /\nured 

13 

Lucero,  Laura 

28 

Martin,  Jamie  A. 

42 

McDonald,  Jannette 

40 

McPherson,  Steve 

5,  20,  46,  49 

Medicine  Crow,  Chester 

34 

Milton,  Moria 

54 

Morrison,  Helen 

Gr  School 

10  Heart  Butte  High  School 

1 1  Medicine  Lake  Schools 

12  Helena  High  School 

8  Lodge  Grass  Junior  High  School 

1 1  Simms  High  School 

11  Hellgate  High 

1 1  Capital  High  -  Helena 

2  Huntley  Project  Elementary  -  Worden 

10  Glasgow  High  School 

7  Linderman  -  Kalispell 

.  3  Hawthorne  School  -  Helena 

8  Lodge  Grass  Junior  High 

4  Trinity  Lutheran  School  -  Billings 

9  Geraldine  High 

6  Lockwood  School  -  Billings 

9  Broadwater  County  High  -  Townsend 

4  Four  Georgians  School  -  Helena 

9  Sentinel  High  -  Missoula 

9  Sentinel  High  -  Missoula 

8  Sunburst  Middle  School 

8  Target  Range 

1 1  Hellgate  High  -  Missoula 

3  Clyde  Park  Elementary 

2  Scobey  Elementary 

1 1  Lodge  Grass  High 

12  Hellgate  High  School  -  Missoula 

3  Columbia  Falls  Elementary 

1 1  Capital  High  School  -  Helena 

4  Target  Range  -  Missoula 

7  Target  Range  -  Missoula 

12  Big  Sky  High  School  -  Missoula 
10  Heart  Butte  High  School 

4  Lockwood  School  -  Billings 
10  Harlowton  High  School 

10  Laurel  High  School 

8  Marion  School 

1 1  Laurel  High  School 

1  Hillcrest  Elementary  -  Harlowton 

2  Eastgate  -  Helena 

6  Laurel  Middle  School 

7  Washington  School  -  Missoula 
1 1  Hellgate  High  -  Missoula 

10  Helena  High  School 

1  Lockwood  School  -  Billings 

5  Hillcrest  Elementary  -  Harlowton 

10  Big  Sky  High  School  -  Missoula 

1 1  Dawson  County  High  School  -  Glendive 
1 1  Lodge  Grass  High  School 

9  Roundup  High  School 
1 1  Helena  High  School 


2 

Moua,  Burly 

8 

53 

Moyer,  Jim 

9 

21 

Munro,  Lori 

11 

27 

O'Connell,  Kati 

11 

41 

Old  Coyote,  Darrin 

10 

6 

Otte,  Kelly 

3 

29 

Parkey,  Daniel 

7 

44 

Redding,  E.  J. 

12 

47 

Schwenk,  Kim 

4 

36 

Schwindt,  Stormy 

12 

32 

Scott,  Rachel 

12 

18 

Scott,  Rod 

3 

10 

Sothard,  Sara 

9 

41 

Sparr,  Briann 

7 

13 

Sundsted,  Kama 

12 

54 

Suttey,  B. 

10 

28 

Teig,  Breanne 

3 

49 

Thieltges,  Katie 

5 

26 

VanNice,  Sara 

12 

45 

Walls,  Charlie 

8 

53 

Waniata,  Ryan 

5 

10-11,  38 

Ward,  Rachelle 

8 

2 

Warner,  Liz 

7 

56 

Wehr,  Clinton 

7 

19 

Wellman,  Andrea 

3 

26 

Wendt,  Kristina 

11 

24 

Whearty,  Brandan 

6 

1,47 

Wilkinson,  Kate 

8 

29 

Williamson,  Sheldon 

12 

8 

Wolf,  Kelsey 

5 

9 

Wright,  Lisa 

7 

19 

Yarlott,  Robert 

1 

57 

Yuhas,  Amber 

3 

22 

Ziegler,  Mike 

8 

Target  Range 

Broadwater  County  High  School  -  Townsend 

Big  Sky  High  School  -  Missoula 

Laurel  High  School 

Lodge  Grass  High  School 

Shields  Valley  School  -  Clyde  Park 

Target  Range  School  -  Missoula 

Helena  High 

Target  Range  -  Target 

Dawson  County  High  School  -  Glendive 

Simms  High  School 

Clyde  Park  Elem. 

Hellgate  High  School  -  Missoula 

Columbia  Falls  Schools 

Glasgow  High  School 

Helena  High  School 

Hillcrest  School  -  Harlowton 

Central  Elementary  -  Helena 

Laurel  High  School 

Sunburst  Middle  School 

Central  School  -  Helena 

Monforton  School  -  Bozeman 

Linderman  School  -  Kalispell 

Sunburst  Middle  School 

Valier  Elementary 

Helena  High 

HMS 

Charles  B.  Murray  Elementary  -  Sheridan 

Heart  Butte  High  School 

Central  Elementary  -  Helena 

Meadow  Hill  School  -  Missoula 

Lockwood  -  Billings 

Four  Georgians  School  -  Helena 

Washington  Junior  High  -  Glendive 


Additional  copies  may  be  obtained  by  sending  $5.00  to: 

S.M.  Olson 
928  4  Avenue 
Laurel,  MT  59044 
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